
tnter Richard Duke ofGloceJlerfdui. 

|Ow is the winter of our difeontent, 

I Made glorious fu miner by this fonne of Yorke: 
I And all the cloudes that lowrd vpon our houfe, 
] n the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Now arcourbrowcs nound with victorious wreathes* 
Ourbruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarmes changd to merry meetings, 

Our dreadfullmarchcs to dclightfull meafurcs. 
Grim-vifagdc warre,hath fmoothde his wrinkled front,. 
And now in freed of mounting barbed freedes. 

To Fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the laiciuious pleating of a loue. 

But I that am not fhapte for fportiue tricked. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glalle, 

' I that am rudely ftampt and want loues maiefty, 

Toftrut bcforca wanton ambling Nymph: 

I that am cuttaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offcature by difTemblingnature, 
DeformdjVnfinifht, fent before my time ' 

Into this breathing world fcarce halfe raSde V|> 

And thatfo lamely and vnfafhionable. 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 

Why I in this wcake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnleflc to fpie my lhadow in the funne. 

And defcanton mine owne deformity: 

And therefore fince I cannot prooue a louer 
To entertaine thefe faire well fpokendaies, 

A 2 




